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--  ed. 


This  is  a valley  of  ashes — a fantastic  farm  where  ashes  grow 
like  wheat  into  ridges  and  hills  and  grotesque  gardens;  where 
ashes  take  the  forms  of  houses  and  chimneys  and  rising  smoke 
and,  finally,  with  a transcendent  effort,  of  ash-gray  men,  who 
move  dimly  and  already  crumbling  through  the  powdery  air. 


F.  SCOTT  FITZGERALD 


Gifts  from  God 


Hillside,  Illinois  --  Joseph  Reinholtz,  after 
making  a pilgrimage  to  Medjugorje,  Yugoslavia, 
was  divinely  directed  to  Queen  of  Heaven  Cemetery, 
where  he  was  healed  from  blindness  before 
a cross  that  some  say  bleeds,  changes  color  and 
turns  rosaries  into  gold. 


--from  a news  story 


They  are  discovered  on  tortillas, 
on  cankered  walls  in  distant  villages, 
in  bowling  alleys  and  on  strands 
of  pasta  printed  on  Pizza  Hut  billboards  - 
these  messages  of  fasting,  faith  and  peace, 
gifts  from  God  to  his  people, 
the  Roman  Catholic  Archdiocese. 

But  this  is  the  place  of  miracles  now; 

Hillside,  Illinois,  at  the  Queen  of  Heaven 

Cemetery,  where  people  drop  by 

before  tennis  and  brunch 

at  the  Oakbrook  Mall 

to  watch  their  rosaries  turn  to  1 4k  gold 

with  a Midas  prayer 

before  a bleeding,  chameleonic  cross 

far  from  the  villages 

where  sins  are  forgiven  just  for  devotion, 
and  a diet  of  cures  and  conversions 
is  served  for  the  faithful  each  day 
before  a weeping  Virgin  icon. 

Ask  Joseph  Reinholtz. 

He  saw  it  with  his  own  eyes. 
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Glen  H.  Brown 


Ziggurat 


"This  fell  at  the  first  widening  of  the  dawn 
as  the  sun  was  climbing  Aries  with  those  stars 
that  rode  with  him  to  light  the  new  creation." 

-Dante,  The  Inferno.  Canto  I,  lines  37-39 
(translation  by  John  Ciardi) 

Everything, 

that  dread  meditation, 

aeons  of  utter  silence. 

lifeless 

all 

Dilmun, 

cosmologist  of  Ur, 
understood,  yet 
formed  Ziggurat 
of  blocks. 

On  its  summit: 

Endukugga,  Anunnaki, 

Tammuz,  Humbaba  - 

dark  nomads  on  the  human  world 

auguring,  portending  cabala. 

Dilmun, 

first  shaman, 

corrupts,  molds  from 

his  ziggurat,  his  bier 

palled  with  centuries  of  sacrifice. 

His  vacant  eyesockets 
survey  protracted  perversion: 
forces  contending,  crusading, 
seven  thunders  for  seven  sages, 
the  world  writhing  - crucified. 

Shantih  shantih  shantih. 


Pete  Cholewinski 
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Cezanne's  oranges 
look  like  rotting  velvet 
streched  on  a wire  frame... 

glued, 

tacked 

and 

rolling 


to  the  blue- 
back 

drapes 

stiffened  in  colored  folds 
and 

dust-grayed 

for  a long 
smoky 
time. 

Jane  Williams 


Ganymede 

First 

object  of  desire, 

I'm  overwhelmed  - 
able  to 

exhalt  or  destroy. 
Only 

with  me  you  are 
Zeus,  undisguised: 
Olympus,  thunder  - 
both  forward. 

Now, 

bearing  ambrosia, 

I want  you  instead 
to  drink  my  lips 
beyond  the  pale. 


Pete  Cholewinski 
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This  Fisher  King  and  Drugstore  Wall 

"Where  is  he?"  John  complained.  He  dragged  on  his  cigarette. 
This  was  not  his  territory  and  he  felt  restlsess. 

"Give  him  some  time.  He's  not  that  late.  We  were  just  a little 
early,  that's  all.  Take  in  the  sites,"  Carl  suggested. 

"What  sights?  Like  that  bunch  of  black  guys  over  there  eyeing 
us?  We  should  have  met  some  where  else." 

"Relax  John.  Those  guys  aren't  interested  in  us.  Besides,  they 
take  one  look  at  you  and  know  you're  broke.  Really  Johnny,  the  city  ain't 
that  bad  and  this  neighborhood  is  tame." 

"Hmf,"  John  just  grunted  a little  and  kept  his  eyes  on  his  subject. 
He  put  on  his  shades  and  leaned  against  the  corner  drugstore  wall.  After 
a while  of  unproductive  staring  he  said,  "Maybe  you're  right,  Carl.  This  is 
your  city.  You  know  It  better  than  I do.  I guess  maybe  I'm  just  a little 
bored."  He  put  his  hands  in  his  pocket,  cigarette  still  hanging  from  his 
mouth,  and  turned  to  scope  a view  of  their  side  of  the  walkway  down  the 
street.  "I  need  to  scope  me  some  skirt." 

"Whatever  keeps  you  happy  Johnny.  Why  don't  you  keep  your 
eyes  peeled  for  Danny  while  you're  at  it."  Carl  stood  restive  but  alert.  He 
looked  around  some  but  kept  focusing  in  the  direction  he  expected  Dan 
to  come  from. 

"Sure  thing  pal.  But  if  I catch  sight  of  some  gorgeous  pair  of  legs 
I'm  gone." 

"You're  all  talk,"  Carl  dismissed  with  a light  shake  of  his  head,  a 
small  punctuating  breath  escaping  his  nostrils.  "At  least  you  better  be 
tonight.  Dan's  been  looking  forward  to  getting  together  since  you've 
come  up.  He  really  took  to  you  on  his  visit  downstate.  He  thinks  you're 
cool."  Carl  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  leaned  his  back  to  the  wall. 

John  pushed  off  the  wall  to  pace  an  imperfect  circle  as  he 
inhaled  his  last  puff  of  smoke  before  tossing  It  to  the  ground.  "Well  that's 
just  swell,  Carl.  Danny  boy  loves  me."  He  let  out  one  laugh  without 
much  jocularity  behind  it.  "I  don't  care  much  for  him,"  he  continued.  "He's 
got  no  guts  and  he  don't  do  much." 

Carl  pushed  off  the  wall,  too,  facing  Johnny  for  a moment  of  his 
wobbly  orbit.  "What  do  you  mean  you  don't  like  him?  You  spent  almost 
two  whole  days  hanging  out  together  while  I went  to  classes.  You  drank 
that  entire  bottle  of  Jack  Daniel's  and  harassed  those  girls  together.  I 
thought  you  two  bonded  or  something." 

"Or  something.  Jeeze,  Carl,  you  make  it  sound  like  we  got 
married."  John  took  off  his  shades  and  hooked  them  over  the  front  of  his 
t-shIrt.  He  ran  his  hands  over  his  long  hair,  getting  the  bangs  out  from  in 
front  of  his  eyes.  He  went  for  another  cigarette  and  held  It  between  his 
lips  while  fishing  his  pocket  for  his  lighter.  He  lit  it  and  puffed  at  the 
smoke  with  slow,  deliberate  motion.  "No,  Dan's  alright,"  he  drawled 
unselfconsciously.  "He's  really  alright  when  you  get  him  drinking."  He 
laughed  again,  this  time  a crude  smile  lay  behind  It. 
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Laura  Jirsa 


"Yeah,  he's  funny.” 

"Yeah,  John  boy,  I think  you  brought  out  a whole  new  side  in  Dan." 
Carl  relaxed  into  the  wall  again.  "I’ve  never  seen  him  so  pumped  up  before. 
That's  why  he  likes  you,  ya  know?  You  wake  up  some  sleeping  part  in  him  and 
now  he's  discovering  that  he's  alive." 

John  had  laughed  comfortably  back  to  the  wallbut  now  he  was  again 
looking  up  the  street,  dragging  pointedly  on  his  cigarette.  He  drew  it  out  with 
his  big  hand  and  let  out  a dense  waft  of  smoke.  John  used  cigarettes  to  help 
his  hand  punctuate  his  sentences.  "You  know,"  he  began  slow,  "you  have  this 
way  of  sayin'  things....  If  I didn't  know  you,  Carl,  I’d  say  you  was  a fag."  John 
pulled  out  his  loose  single  dollar  bills  after  occupying  his  mouth  with  the 
smoke.  He  had  finished  his  sentence  with  a practiced  calm  finality,  followed  by 
a busy  count  of  his  cash.  He  already  knew  he  had  just  enough  for  a pint  of 
liquor  with  a chaser  or  for  two  quarts  of  cheap  beer. 

Carl  watched  his  activity  with  a contemplative  smirk.  "Well  you  do 
know  me,  John.  So  why  do  you  think  I tell  you  these  things?"  Carl  leaned 
toward  Johnny's  profile,  which  seemed  to  be  having  trouble  finding  something 
to  do.  His  face  became  still  and  Carl  sent  his  words  in  to  tag  some  kind  of 
base.  "Johnny,  get  real.  You  know  I'm  not  trying  to  set  you  up  with  Dan.  Do 
you  really  have  that  much  trouble  talking  about  your  friends?" 

John  reeled  his  head  In  over  his  shoulders  which  he  unslouched  with 
stringy  tightness.  The  same  pull  seemed  to  control  his  face.  The  snarl  beneath 
his  rigid  skin,  rolled  up  with  an  inhale  of  his  own  second  hand  smoke,  covered 
his  voice  with  dirty  cool.  "Friends  Is  on  thing,"  John  said  around  his  cigarette 
while  stuffing  his  cash  back  into  his  pocket.  He  turned  to  face  his  companion. 
"But  this  'waking  up  parts  of  Dan'  talk  is  too  much,  Carl.  Don't  tell  me  shit  like 
that."  He  delivered  his  command  with  outspread  hand  bobbing  authoritatively, 
his  cigarette  now  between  his  fingers.  He  finished  his  words  and  began  to 
smoke,  his  eyes  straight  ahead. 

Carl  took  in  a deep,  even  breath  and  let  it  out  slowly.  He  folded  his 
arms  across  his  chest  and  leaned  back  in  harder  against  the  rough  bricks,  then 
turned  around  to  rest  his  forehead  against  them.  He  looked  into  their  lines  and 
patterns,  the  cracks  in  the  old  building  trying  to  tell  him  something.  He 
uncrossed  his  arms,  let  one  drop  as  the  other  led  his  hand  to  trace  over  the 
texture  of  his  wall.  He  let  himself  imagine  that  he  could  make  It  better,  kiss  the 
wall  and  restore  its  soundness,  make  it  smooth  and  beautiful.  But  he  was  no 
prince  and  princesses  were  hard  to  come  by.  So  he  just  said  his  apologies  to 
his  beast  of  clay  cement.  "Sorry,  there's  nothing  I can  do,"  he  murmured.  He 
pushed  away  from  his  place  with  the  tracing  hand  and  looked  down  to  where 
bricks  met  the  sidewalk.  He  let  his  gaze  trail  to  his  friend's  shoe,  then  to  the 
cigarette  hand,  then  past  it  down  the  lit-up  street. 

"What'd  ya  say,  Carl?"  John  asked,  speaking  more  tentatively  now.  He 
thought  he  felt  the  time  shift  or  the  street  change  shape.  A strong  smell  burned 
past  his  own  inhaled  smoke.  He  was  looking  at  Carl  now,  but  he  was  different, 
too.  His  eyes  were  less  green,  his  features  more  defined  but  less  recognizable. 
Carl's  eyes  traveled  further  past  John,  picking  out  shapes  of  the  city  street 


This  Fisher  King  and  Drugstore  Wall 
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without  bothering  to  identify  them  anynnore.  He  let  these  shapes  hold  him, 
rather  than  needing  the  wall's  support,  while  John  seemed  to  shift  his  back 
further  into  it.  John  looked  at  his  own  hands,  and  then  to  the  cigarette  that  was 
almost  smoked  to  the  butt.  He  kept  himself  from  sliding  to  the  sidewalk  with  the 
t-shIrt  from  his  back  scraping  the  brick  all  the  way.  He  wanted  to  sit  down.  He 
wanted  to  get  drunk.  He  wanted  to  go  into  the  drugstore  to  buy  his  liqour 
without  having  to  say  anything  to  Carl,  but  it  didn't  seem  right.  "Shit,  Carl,"  he 
said  almost  softly,  "I  don't  feel  too  good." 

Carl  set  his  distant  gaze  back  to  see  that  John's  face  was  subdued 
with  a dim  and  never  before  acknowledged  confusion.  He  let  himself  identify  it 
and  began  again  to  put  names  to  things.  "No,  something  In  the  air  Isn't  quite 
right,  Johnny.  We  need  to  go  some  place,  find  someplace  good."  He  let  his 
feet  bring  him  to  action,  took  two  steps  away  from  John,  and  one  toward.  "We 
need  someplace  with  beer  and  lots  of  napkins  to  draw  on.  Someplace  with 
music.  Come  on,  John.  That  will  make  us  feel  better."  He  went  up  closer  to  his 
friend  and  gripped  his  shoulder,  then  gave  him  a couple  of  solid  pats  of  friendly 
encouragement.  "Don't  worry  about  cash.  You've  got  enough  for  a glass,  and 
I'll  take  care  of  it  from  there." 

Carl  let  his  hand  rest  on  John's  back  while  he  waited  for  the  response. 
John  did  not  resist  Carl's  easy  show  of  camaraderie  but  looked  blankly  unsure. 
"What  about  Dan?"  his  deep  voice  now  questioned  softlly.  Unable  to  keep 
Carl's  gaze  on  his  own  eyes,  John  shifted  them  slightly  toward  the  car  parked 
beside  his  cajoling  partner.  Carl  let  his  hand  slide  off,  collapse  at  a rest  to  his 
own  side,  and  find  it's  way  to  his  pocket.  He  looked  at  the  wrist  just  outside  the 
pocket,  checking  the  time  that  had  randomly  moved  past  them  almost  without 
notice. 

"Hell,  Johnny.  He's  past  late  now.  We'll  call  his  house  from  the  bar." 
Carl  began  to  walk.  "Come  on,"  tie  said,  directing  mildly  with  a jerk  of  his  head. 
"Dan  probably  just  needs  his  absence  to  make  a difference." 
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This  Fisher  King  and  Drugstore  Wall 


Suits  Me 


I have  become. 

I have  grown  into  this 
Suit 

they  call 
Woman. 

Each  woman  I meet  shows  me  a 
different  Style. 

Each  man  I meet  makes  me  appreciate 
her  Fit 
even  more. 

I have  found  comfort  in 
her  Cloth 

I was  never  taught  could  exist. 

The  strength  of 
her  Fabric... 
the  wonder  of 
her  Color... 
the  history  of 
her  Pattern... 
the  depths  of  all 
her  pockets... 

The  Heart 
that  makes  it  fit. 

May  all  the  young  girls  find 
this  Suit 


B.T.  Lehn 
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Clicking  together  on  the  couch 
Your  father  snoring  in  the  next  room 
Kneady  mouths 
Eyes  pressing 
Hands 

Two  bodies  struggling  against  denim 
I beckon  you  into  the  night 

Under  the  orange  moon 

We  go  down  on  to  the  damp  grass 

And  like  that 


★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 

Somewhere 

beneath  the  tender  September 
moon 

two  bodies  move  close 
swaying  in  the  shadows 
to  the  soft  rock  of 
an  Eagles  tune 
The  subtle  tug  of  Absolut  at 
the  knees 

Somersault  into  the  horizontal 
Relish  the  Levis'  grind-- 


14  from  the  collection  Autumnal  £il£:Moonbeams  and  Blue  Jeans  Jane  Williams 


The  Good  Witch 


The  sun 
slinks  away 
and  she  arises 
in  purple 
lace  brocade, 
eating  grapes 
and  tangerines. 

She  picks  up  her 
loudspeaker  and 
echoes  her 
commands  to  the 
forest  soldiers: 

"Go  outi  It  is 
timer 

That  swish  of 
leaves  beneath 
brown  hiking  boots 
is  the  murmur 
of  revolution. 

Blackness  presses  on, 
but  first: 

on  an  ancient  branch 
lifted 

in  ritual  surrender 
to  that  violet  sky, 
a lone  owl  tensely  waits 
for  morning’s  bugle. 
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Ann  M.  Stotts 


Paper  Cut  Out 


1. 


Small  girls 

all  over  this  holy  land 
cut  their  dolls'  hair 
in  messy,  jagged  lines. 

Some  have  been  reported 
to  pull  out  the  hair 
completely,  to  tear 
off  arms  and  legs. 

Or  to  dump  their  babies 
on  dirty  hopscotch  sidewalks. 
Soon  land  fills  of 
Barbies  and  Little  Miss 
Makeups. 

The  real  action  figures. 

2. 

I know  I hurt  you  baby 
But  now  I'm  so  blue. 

Please  come  back 
So  I can  beat  up  on  you. 

3. 


"I'm  Keeping 
My  Hair 
Long  For 
Daddy,  I'm 
His  Little 
Girl!" 


Ann  M.  Stotts 


17 


Chores 


Iron  underwear? 

My  mother  did. 

One  day  each  week. 
Sheets  kept  damp 
In  a plastic  bag 
In  the  refrigerator 
Until  the  day. 

Monday. 

All  the  bed  linens 
Stripped  and  replaced. 
Fresh  sheets  ironed 
Last  Friday 
From  the  plastic  bag 
In  the  refrigerator. 

Dishes  cleared 
Within  minutes 
Of  the  last  bite 
At  the  dinner  table. 
Washed,  dried 
Put  away. 

Tidy  up  a bit. 


Chores  done  first. 
Orderly,  completely. 
Plans  made 
For  tomorrow's  chores. 
Play? 

Only  if  planned 
And  chores  completed. 

Planned. 

Ordered. 

Died. 

Four  years  later. 

Same  time  as  him. 
Same  day  as  him. 
Resting  now. 

No  more  chores. 


Carolsue  Clery 


Hundreds  and  Millions 

It  never  fails.  Feeling  no  pain.  Tonight, 
the  city  is  naked,  clothes  shed  in  the  street. 

In  this  heat,  sweat  salty  as  tears,  as  blood. 

Just  as  bitter.  A lesson  in  anonymity. 

I'm  no  good  with  names,  always  forget  a face. 

Check  my  own  face  in  the  mirror.  In  a window. 
Check  my  face  with  the  hat-check  girl.  Every 
hair  in  place,  even  the  ones  on  the  comb. 

Part  of  the  crowd;  shrugging,  nodding,  laughing 
in  unison.  The  joke  is  always  the  same,  but 

the  punchline  changes.  How  many  homosexuals 
does  it  take  to  screw  in  a lightbulb? 


Gregg  Shapiro 


19 


For  Dianne 


The  grandchild 
you  will  hold 
for  two  short  weeks 
until  he  goes  to 
foster  care, 
his  parents 
in  drug  rehab,  you 
continuing  to 
water  flowers,  weed 
the  lawn,  hit  up 
with  your  cups  of  coffee 
before  you  proceed  to 
work,  where  they 
will  have  a shower 
for  the  new  one 
and  you  look  up, 
there  was  no  call 
for  rain. 
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Kathleen  Keenan 


The  Slide  Rule 


This  house  divides  itself 
like  math  and  numbers.  This 
house  is  divided  into  you 
and  me,  mine  and  yours. 

It  doesn't  add  up.  There 
are  never  enough  hours 
in  a day,  days  in  a week. 

Months  drag  on  like  years. 

Count  the  bricks  in  the  wall, 
slats  on  the  floor.  Subtract 
doors,  windows,  divide  by 
the  closets.  The  answer  is 
always  two.  Too  many  figures, 
not  enough  facts.  Will  I ever 
measure  up  to  your  expectations? 
Lately,  I don't  count  on  anything. 


Gregg  Shapiro 
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Emergence 


Under  the  sea 

the  blue  green  purple  water 

surface-shot  with  light 

where  bubbles  float  upward  from  a hidden  breathing 
and  the  undersides  of  water  plants  spread  dark  canopies 
that  shut  out  the  light; 

(or  divert  it, 

or  diffused  it,  - who  can  decide?) 

where  roots  tangle  downward, 

groping  for  solid  earth, 

and  find  soft,  shifting  ooze  instead; 

where  mud  and  darkness  meet  and  blend 
in  cold,  liquid  air; 

there 

let  the  roots  sieze  what  feeds  them, 
carry  it  upward 
through  green-fire  veins 
to  burst  into  flower-forms 
under  the  sun. 
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Jane  Barnes 


Gray  Squirrels,  One  Robin 


My  mother, 

her  head  sinking  into  piiiows, 
curses  squirrels  -- 
their  daring,  high  wire  act, 
these  other  lives  hanging 
in  the  balance, 
crossing  telephone  cable 
hooked  to  the  house 
above  the  window. 

For  days  they  made  her  flash 
accents  of  life. 

"They  keep  me  awake  all  day  long, 
running  on  the  roof,"  she'd  say. 

My  father, 

his  old  legs  wobbling  on  rungs, 

traps  squirrels 

off  the  pitched  roof  -- 

the  cage  held  tightly  in  one  hand, 

the  trip  wire  set, 

smeared  with  peanut  butter. 

"I  caught  eleven  and  one  robin," 

he  said.  "I  brought  them 

to  the  cemetary  and  let  them  go." 

Now  she  enters 

her  long  residence  at  Maryhill. 

The  robin  remains,  its  bold  crest 
blazing  through  the  bony  tree. 

My  dad  and  I listen  for  gray  squirrels. 
"They'll  never  come  back,"  I say. 


Glen  H.  Brown 
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Spin  Control 


The  fog  hugged  in  close,  enveloping,  fitting  tightly  like  a glove. 

Voices  had  a peculiar  dead  sound,  as  if  the  words  themselves  were  afraid  to 
be  heard.  It  was  a land  of  no  echoes,  of  present,  past,  and  future  all  rolled 
into  one.  The  city  fell  into  coma,  preserved  by  the  permeating  fog. 

His  footsteps  scraped  softly  down  the  sidewalk,  leaving  no  marks 
and  telling  no  lies.  Normally  he  would  be  jackknife  alert,  especially  at  this 
late  hour,  but  tonight  it  was  useless;  he  was  too  tired,  the  streets  too  quiet 
for  anything  to  happen. 

Jack  turned  the  corner  and  put  the  night  club  behind  him,  leaving 
smoke  and  bad  vibes  tangled  together  in  a snarling  mass.  The  smell  of  her 
perfume  was  close  as  the  fog,  and  the  taste  of  her  skin  was  fresh  on  his  lips. 
He  could  close  his  eyes  and  Imagine  her  walking  next  to  him,  lazily  leaning 
into  the  crook  of  his  arm,  her  blood  racing  through,  giving  purpose  to  her 
heart.  He  damned  himself  again  for  letting  go. 

Another  corner  twisted  upon  Itself;  his  car  crouched  there,  waiting  for 
him.  Predator  black  with  silver  detailing.  It  sang  a song  of  unrestrained  glee 
when  set  loose  upon  the  open  road.  Beads  of  condensation  mottled  Its  hind 
quarters  and  back,  quivering  and  tensing  with  anticipation.  He  gave  reality  to 
those  machinated  dreams  as  he  closed  the  door  behind  him,  settling  Into  the 
deep  abscess  of  a bucket  seat.  Inside  his  own  private  time  capsule,  shut  out 
from  the  stagnation  and  clinging  dampness,  he  breathed. 

A shiver  through  him  set  the  engine  to  sputtering,  growling,  then 
humming;  mad  amber  light  filled  the  capsule  as  he  pulled  away  from  the 
scene.  Warm  life  flowed;  time  slipped  on  to  its  next  victim.  The  engine  knew 
no  direction,  only  hunger.  Symbiosis  complete:  driver  became  guide, 
machine  became  impulse.  Sealed  within,  he  could  divide  and  mumble;  he 
could  argue  and  hurt  and  bleed  at  high  speed,  where  no  one  could  find  out. 

Chicago  dissolved  into  the  mist  In  his  rear-view  mirror;  clouds  shut 
down  around  the  towers  like  medieval  city  gates.  The  highway  muttered 
through  his  tires  and  into  his  ears,  chanting  "last  call"  over  and  over.  Feeding 
and  rolling,  the  tires  ate  pavement,  putting  distance  between  him  and  this 
night. 

His  friends  were  still  back  there,  abandoned  to  themselves  in  the 
slippery  light  of  the  bar,  talking  trash  and  dancing  worse.  It  was  so  easy  to 
get  lost  in  there,  so  easy  to  lose  track  of  his  name  and  memories,  even 
easier  to  hook  up  with  an  eager  Jane  Doe.  But  though  the  body  might  be 
warm  and  willing,  the  face  was  an  icy  mask  of  indifference. 

He  slammed  an  angry  hand  against  the  steering  wheel,  choked  back 
the  rage,  hit  the  gas  hard  instead.  The  speedometer  jumped  as  If  kicked;  his 
perception  faded  into  a blur  as  lights  strung  out  into  phosphorescent 
streamers  lining  the  tollway.  Open  road  calmed  the  madness;  hands 
clenched  hard  into  the  wheel  relaxed  and  melted;  he  bled  into  memory. 

Her  hands  had  been  warm  and  sweaty,  fresh  off  the  dance  floor 
complete  with  high-cheek  flush.  Her  mask  of  make-up  was  overdone,  but 
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Joe  Lewis 


didn’t  crack  when  she  smiled.  The  drink  rolled  down  his  throat,  cooling  and 
burning,  joining  the  others  in  his  stomach  as  proof  of  cowardice.  No  names 
were  exchanged.  He  took  her  arm  and  led  her  out  onto  the  floor,  just  as  a 
grinding  beat  seeped  into  the  stale  rhythm.  A new  song  appeared  like  liquid 
steel,  burning  bright  and  slow  and  guttural.  Their  legs  locked  as  bodies  rolled 
together,  simulated  horizontal  while  still  vertical.  Sweat  poured  down  the  short 
hairs  on  his  neck  as  silence  crashed  in  upon  his  ringing  ears.  The  lights  went 
down;  music  began  to  play  soft  and  slow.  The  marionettes  around  them  hung 
slack  on  their  strings  and  swayed  gently  In  time. 

His  hands  reached  around  and  found  purchase  In  the  small  of  her 
back.  She  encircled  his  sweaty  neck  with  her  arms,  and  he  felt  himself  being 
drawn  into  her.  Her  dreamy  eyes  closed;  he  bent  close  and  kissed  her.  His 
head  was  filled  with  a comfortable  white  noise,  numbing  the  hunger  and  dulling 
the  screams.  Her  lips  opened  to  his;  her  arms  tightened  around  him.  He  slid 
down  her  jaw  to  her  neck,  the  smell  of  her  perfume  strong  in  his  nostrils,  her 
pulse  strong  and  heavy  against  his  lips.  He  stayed  there  for  a while,  listening 
to  her  sighs,  swimming  in  the  raw  current  of  her  heartbeat. 

A sympathetic  rhythm  blended  with  the  song,  scratchbeat  and  samples 
in  double-time.  He  pulled  back  and  felt  the  static  fade  from  his  head;  she 
wasn't  who  he  needed  her  to  be.  The  walls  tilted,  pulled  back,  returning  the 
world  to  Its  normal  size.  He  looked  around  for  a moment,  as  if  lost,  and  found 
no  familiar  faces.  Not  even  hers.  She  was  a smiling  stranger  to  him,  a nagging 
facsimllle  of  a woman  he  didn’t  know  anymore.  The  dance  floor  fragmented, 
spun  away  like  smoke. 

In  his  solitary  comet  he  laughed  blindly,  bitterly.  He  remembered 
promising  the  moon  to  that  other  girl,  and  now  every  time  he  saw  that  viscous 
orb,  he  was  reminded.  That  worn  memory  was  closer  to  him  than  the  flesh  he 
had  held  in  his  arms  on  the  spinning  dance  floor.  But  that  flesh,  curved  and 
warm,  was  breathing  and  moving;  his  memories  were  only  pictures  and  frozen 
sounds.  And  that  moon  was  as  far  from  him  as  God,  distant  through  vacuum. 

There  was  a time  when  the  afterimage  of  her  face  was  burned  into  his 
retinas,  a photographic  negative  that  blackmailed  him  as  he  tried  to  sleep,  an 
indelible  tatoo  of  flourescence  on  the  back  of  his  eyes.  He  used  to  look  up  Into 
cloudless  skies  and  spell  her  name  in  the  pinhole  patterns  of  the  stars.  Her 
voice  was  once  a mad  obsession  of  music  to  his  ears,  a drug  that  drilled  holes 
In  his  world.  But  all  those  romantic  images  had  faded,  given  way  to  a parade  of 
nameless  voices  in  bars,  washed  colorless  by  neon  vapor. 

The  wheel  spun  under  his  hands  as  the  road  writhed  and  slithered.  He 
loosened  his  grip,  so  that  his  fingers  barely  brushed  the  knobby  wheel.  The 
car,  with  a life  of  Its  own,  bulled  and  muscled  through  the  turn;  he  felt  like  a 
spectator,  detached  from  the  rage  and  design  of  the  engine.  He  sunk  lower 
into  the  seat.,  hiding  his  eyes  from  the  bright  beams  behind  him.  The  mirror 
betrayed  him,  and  he  stared  into  the  blinding  glare,  hypnotized. 

She  was  his  addiction.  For  three  years  he'd  seen  her  only  In  dreams 
and  half-believed  double-takes.  She  was  and  elusive  grail,  and  he'd  given  up 
the  chase,  trying  to  convince  himself  that  love  was  a fallacy  of  attraction;  need 
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and  euphoria  cycled  around  the  lie  that  she  could  mean  wore  than  another. 
But  she  was  light  and  religion,  and  all  things  blurred  and  diminished  next  to 
her.  She  was  perfect,  if  only  because  he  had  lost  her  and  declared  that  no  one 
was  her  equal.  Not  even  the  shining  face  tonight  had  persuaded  him,  even 
though  he  had  let  go  and  drifted  for  that  short  dance.  He  desperately  rebelled 
at  the  illogic,  cutting  deep  and  asking  questions  he  knew  would  find  no 
answers. 

He  snapped  back,  shook  free.  Squinting  at  the  painful  Intrusion  of  the 
hi-beams,  he  reached  up  and  flicked  the  mirror  to  the  darker  tint;  the  light 
reflected  deeper  Into  the  glass,  but  wasn't  as  harsh.  The  chirping  of  the  unit  on 
his  dash  forced  him  to  slow  down;  the  engine  moaned  audibly  at  the  tug  on  its 
leash.  Candy-colored  lights  erupted  off  to  his  left  as  Racer  X was  caught  and 
pulled  over.  He  kept  his  attention  fon/vard,  not  watching  the  show,  instead 
staring  into  the  twin  jets  of  blue  fire  the  headlights  had  left  in  his  vision. 

Tired  metaphors  drifted  through  his  mind,  dissolving  and  re-forming. 
His  head  was  spinning,  a twisted  rope-braid  of  circumstance  and  raw-throated 
screams.  He  gave  up  why  and  how,  shut  down  his  mind  and  let  impulse  guide 
him.  The  past  forsaken,  he  let  his  thoughts  wander  to  the  near  future. 
Tomorrow  morning,  reeking  of  old  sunshine,  he  would  close  his  sleepy  eyes 
and  backslide:  dreaming  of  her  sidelong  glances  and  the  way  soft  smiles  wept 
across  her  lips.  Sleep  and  dreams  were  all  he  craved,  somewhere  in  there  he 
would  find  respite. 

His  vision  bored  through  the  fabric  of  reality  and  was  blinded  by  the 
light  that  lay  behind.  He  saw  only  flashbulb  etchings,  edged  in  dark  highway 
periphery.  His  eyes  closed  upon  nothing,  leaving  only  the  flow  and  hum  of  the 
engine.  His  mind  drifted  away,  and  backsliding  into  yesterdays,  he  dreamed 
the  miles  home. 
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Heaven  on  a Sunday  Morning 

In  the  warm 
smells  of  toast 
and  last  night's  fire 
drift  to  our  noses. 

Glistening  grapefruits 
spurt  surprise 
at  prodding  spoons. 

Kettle  hisses  invitation 
to  another  cup  of  tea, 
and  fat,  fresh-inked  news 
lies  seductively  before  us. 

But  new  snow 
has  fallen 
in  the  night. 

We  walk  the  wide 
white  path  leading 
only  to  its  end 
through  woods 
of  shag  bark  hickory 
and  cedars  plump 
with  snow. 

At  our  feet  lie 
flower  petal  prints 
of  deer  and  fawn. 

All  around  us 
white  snow  crystals 
flushed  with  sun 
dazzle  purple,  yellow, 
red  and  blue 
like  diamond  dust 
or  stardust 
or  heaven. 


Jeanne  Chase 
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Black  Elk's  Arrow 


In  the  grey  before  dawn, 
he  lopes  across  the  plain; 
the  breath  of  Black  Elk  disappears 
then  stirs  the  air  again. 

Oh,  Spirit  of  the  Buffalo, 

I come  to  set  you  free, 
to  lodge  my  arrow  in  your  heart 
with  reverence  toThee. 

He  finds  the  place  to  paint  the  beast 
in  limestone's  whitest  hue 
across  from  yonder  crested  butte 
where  light  comes  streaming  through. 

And  when  the  sun  has  finally 
lifted  up  its  single  eye, 
his  arrow  joins  that  shaft  of  light 
to  mark  the  Spirit's  lie. 

Then  taking  up  his  arrow 
from  the  soil  in  which  it  fell, 
he  lifts  it  to  the  rising  sun 
and  to  the  winds  as  well. 

Oh,  Spirit  of  the  Buffalo, 

I come  to  set  you  free, 
to  lodge  my  arrow  in  your  heart 
with  reverence  to  Thee. 

Black  Elk  stalks  the  buffalo 
across  the  dusty  plains, 
then  rising  from  the  dust  himself, 
the  Spirit  guides  his  aim. 

And  when  the  hunt  is  finished 
and  his  arrow's  found  its  mark, 
he  eats  the  flesh  and  drinks  the  blood 
from  in  that  sacred  heart. 
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NOVEMBER 


An  ill-bred  crow 
On  a bare  branch 
Witlessly  protests 
Winter's  approach. 

"Idiot  bird!"  I shout, 
and  fling  a random  stone— 

Forgetting  that  I,  too, 

Cling  to  a brittle  twig 
And  plead  my  case. 

While  one  with  surer  aim  prepares 
to  end  all  argument. 


Kate  Lipuma 
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Cornersleep 


Sleepy  cat  corner  at  Another,  State,  and  Never. 

My  camera-eye  commands  through  the  highball  tongue-twist. 

The  slipping  lip  of  this  vital  source  neon 

inside  the  drink  and  down  my  spine 

(the  white  cushioned  life  of  those  bones, 

moving  with  serpent  knowledge, 

a sideways  slither  shaking  the  cold  dust 

of  a hardwood  window  sill  floor 

on  a burn  out  summer  day). 

Jumbled  the  many  step  dance  devours 

the  shading  veils  from  a cigarette 

on  a wasting  table  oasis  of  hermaphrodite  fashion. 

In  the  face  of  a sunbeam,  eyeblink  wrinkles  crack 
as  a pillar  giving  smoke  and  a place  to  float 
and  dust  a definition. 

The  light  like  a warm  shoulder  rested  on  my  chair, 
wired  eyes  signal  the  barkeep  and  watch  his  plaintiff 
masquerade  of  innocent  deception. 

"Grey  green,  the  grass  is  grown," 
as  he  checks  the  bottle  rain  gage. 

He  sees  a bird  trapped  in  a cage  of  arms 

and  purrs  a prowl  dreaming  hopes 

of  a successful  catch,  staring  blank 

and  forward  up  past  the  wire  breath  support, 

tracing  the  crackle  branch 

and  limp  frown  cocktail  leaf  falling 

to  the  ground  beneath  her  feather  end. 

Her  water-color  hip  stained  a 

grace  reflection  in  the  picture  glass. 

exercising  a mantra  glance 

towards  the  concrete  mirrors  of  the  sun's  gelatin 

waves  of  sweat  for  the  cats  held  captive 

in  the  sidewalk  arms  of  the  corner. 


Daniel  Gannon 
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Reflections 


My  weary  feet  stood  me  in  cold,  unkempt  blades  of  wet,  green  grass. 
Above  my  head  the  morning  sky  was  born  a charcoal  gray  color,  and  an 
occasional  scribble  of  lightning  drew  itself  across  the  endless  strip  of  eerie 
clouds.  Suicidal  raindrops  began  to  bullet  from  the  sky,  like  tiny  water  balloons, 
to  their  deaths  In  the  dry,  worm-infested  ground.  Soon  the  worms  would  slither 
out  and  thrive  among  the  dead  raindrops.  I trudged  along  my  not-so-merry 
way,  knowing  the  weather  and  my  mood  were  kin.  I paused  to  stare  at  my 
reflection  In  a nearby  puddle,  but  no  image  appeared.  I was  not  there.  The 
murky,  muddy  water  seemed  as  deep  as  forever  is  long,  but  nowhere  inside 
did  my  grim  face  appear.  In  the  face,  some  say,  is  the  face  of  a man,  and  his 
waning  face  came  to  life  in  the  water.  And  so  did  the  leaves  of  a close  oak  tree 
silhouetted  by  a dim  street  lamp.  Their  wicked  shadows  danced  in  the  ripples. 

' ' Where  had  I disappeared  to? 

Mother  Nature  scratched  another  wretched  bolt  of  "craky"  lightning 
across  the  sky,  bleeding  less  than  a second  of  light  upon  me.  Moaning  in  a 
hypnotic  trance,  wind  whizzed  and  whirled  around  me.  But  on  my  mission  I 
continued,  not  likely  to  succumb  to  the  powers  of  inanimate  objects.  I had 
walked,  expressionless  and  tearful,  toward  my  destination,  the  house  of  my 
lover,  each  day  for  three  long  years  to  spend  our  alloted  time  together.  I had 
sat  and  read  him  different  stories,  told  him  bits  and  pieces  of  local  gossip  (not 
that  he  cared  to  hear  it),  and  occasionally  delivered  flowers  to  cheer  him  up. 

Along  my  way  I observed  the  empty  expressions  on  the  sleeping 
houses,  large  brick  monsters  that  devoured  us  day  after  day,  night  after  night. 
Silence  kept  a disturbing  peace,  like  soldiers  standing  at  attention.  Since  no 
alarm  clocks  blared  rock  and  roll  and  no  coffee  percolated,  no  mothers  rose 
early  to  prepare  breakfast,  and  no  children  ran  off  to  school.  Far  off  in  the 
distance,  an  old  car  choked  and  coughed.  But  aroun  the  corner,  I spied  the 
rusted,  weather-beaten  fence  in  front  of  his  house.  The  once  beautiful  blanket 
of  green  that  had  covered  the  ground  had  turned  a dead  brown  and  muddy 
black.  How  I longed  for  the  beauty  to  return  and  attempt  to  cheer  me  and  the 
dreary  weather.  The  rain  disguised  my  own  tears.  Feeling  the  slick,  beaded. 
Iron  bars  under  my  fingers  prickled  my  skin.  Shivers  siezed  me  momentarily, 
until  I pressed  on,  meeting  the  gravel  driveway.  The  long  road  curved  and 
twisted  deformedly,  but  It  took  me  right  to  his  tiny  place.  It  seemed  so  much 
smaller  than  the  homes  of  his  neighbors.  One  side  housed  the  Jones  family, 
while  the  other  side  sheltered  the  elderly  Mrs.  Ridges.  I walked  right  up  to  him, 
resting  there  under  the  only  tree  on  the  property.  Leaves  tunneled  water  into 
minute  ditches  along  the  sides  of  his  plot  of  land.  Staring  down  into  his  cold, 
stony  face,  the  expression  was  enough.  Michael  Winters  1965-1990. 
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Jenny  Bylls 


,J,  Rivoire 


Beastiary  of  the  Collective  Fingers 


O 

CM 


to 

3 

O 

O "O 

to  5 
c > 

O <D 

^ ^ O 

(0  •*=  w 
- OJ 
O c 
to 


w. 

8 


« S.-0 

(0  0)  C 
CO  <J> 

JZ 

to 

o c 

5 ™ 

O > 3 
-J  > J3 


E O 


a> 

S 

3 

O 

cL  ^ 

C O JO 

- 

lE  3 ® 

c 9 r 

^ to 

to  to  **- 

X LL  o 


c 

CD 

c 

a 

Q. 
m O 
~ to 

Q.  .ti 

(0  c 

c $ 

- o 

.tn  -O 

^ to 
U 0 

|i 

E 5 


JD 

E 

3 

sz 

CD  = 

JZ  to 


C 

O c 

g-  S 

E Q. 

O CD 
O TD 
C 

to  — 
0 

1^- 

ll 

0 i= 
CM  X C/) 


O 

8 

o ® 
■o  = 

5 ® 

>-  C 
® 0 
w o 

^ .ti 


0 

0 

c 

3 

■c 

c 

3 

Oi 

"D 

c 

0 


8 


0 


0 

*5 

® ? 
1 5 

CO  *0 

0 _Q 


. O) 
o>  c 

.E  c 


0 


0 
c 

O P 


0 

lo 

0 

■D 

0 


V) 

0 

c 

3 

•c 

*0 

E 

■o 

c 

< 


C3. 

0 
0 

0 
0 
3 
O 
-£=  0 
"O  ^ 

8g 

0>  0 


c 


O 

0 
o> 

*0  0 
3 


0 

fSg 


. .±i 

c c 

£ 9 

® o 

o o 

Q.  (/) 

E 

® 0 0 

e “ 


£ 

0 


s2 


_0 

S 

0 

- 0“  ® 

E ^ tr  E 

3 ® to  o 


0 

Ui 

c 

'k_ 

5k 

0 

0 


C 

. o 
0 »- 
D)  0 
C U) 
— C 
n 3 

'0  Q. 


0 

^■-  E*5^  0 

"*  0 “•  •“ 


0 


0 CO  ^ 


0 


'4=  0 0 

3 0 -C 

~ V-  •♦-* 

O 0 
> -p  3 

HI  ^ CQ 


0 Q- 

.E  3 

o ® 


CO  ^ 


N 


0 

•o 

C 

3 

O 


0 -—  W 

CO  CO 


0 ■♦-• 

0 P 

II 

0 3 
X CL 


® 0 


0 


0 


eg 


0 •“ 

^ 0" 
- 0 
J;;  o 

0 x: 

.i5 

X I- 


0 0 
W — 

0 "O 
O 0 

D>  ♦-» 

si 

0 g 
0 
3 
O 
O 
0 


^ 0 
O O 

t 

$ 0 

z ® 

0 jr 

I — .»-• 

c 
O 0 
.0-  0 

^ b 
0 0 
0 
0 


0 :t= 


is 

0 0 

g S 

° o 

0 — 
0 0 
*5  o)j= 
g c 
9 0 0 
= 0 
5k  0 0 
^0^0 
O X O LU 


0 

c 


5 ^ 

§ I 

■H  ® 

3 

O 0 

^ o 
+-  0 
0 ~ 

E ® 

0 

0 

SS. 

m 1^ 


o> 

o 


T? 

3 

O 


3 

0“ 

O) 
- 0 
0 

-—  0 

•9  > 

0 "O 

-Q  0 


0 


*9  "0 


•C  Oi 

3'M 

0 

CO  < 


c 

o 

CO 

- -c 

I 8. 

0 0 

CL  C 

0 2 

JZ  -K- 

0 

0 

■o  O 

0 o 

-J  CO 


0 

.N 

o 

0 

. 8 

•fi 

.2  o 

U. 

® m 

CL  ® 

Z3  ^ 


0 

0 


0 

c 


CO 
0 *a 

•E*  0 

CO  z 


TD 

0 

2 — 

O § 

0 .E 
o 0 

1^12 
^ g “I 

■O  Q.  g »>- 
0 0 h 0 
0 0 o > 
eg  X X O O 


c 

.2 

'■*-> 

0 

TD 

C 

3 

O 

c 12 
0 o 
g=  D> 
0 

P-c 

• X 9 
Q.  0)  0 ^ 
3 c o 
^ ^ 0 

8ia.s. 

^ >•  h-  Q 


0 

D> 

0 

0 

0 

0 

E 

0 


0 

0 

0 


? i 

O 0 
JD  ^ 
0 


■D 

C 

E 

2 *0 

0 
o 
0 
0 

CL 


t o 

0 "D 
D)  C 

^ E 


c 0 

C3)  0 
^ D> 
^ 0 
JZ  0 
.■ti  0 

$ ® 


0 0 


CL 

3 

O 

0 

0 


o 

0 


3 

O 

0 

0 

0" 

O 

C 

_0 

0 

JD 


CO  < < O ^ U. 


34 


0) 

Q. 

(/) 

0) 

c 

O 

>N 

o 

- > 

O)  c 
c o 

? T3 
O 

tT  O ^ 

t: 

- o c 
t/)  H-  CO 
» (/)  o 

CO® 
O O ,-C 
CO  _J  _i  H 


s 

'E 

JiC 

cr 

° S 

w ® 
O ^ 

M-  <3) 
>^  - 
® ® 

^ 2 
® 

^ ® 
••-  JZ 

OT  ^ 

(0  o 

_®  CL 

O P 


^ c 


® 

■§ 


® 

O 


c 

o 

V) 

3 

> 

® 

ir 

® 

tr 

o 


"O 

$ 

2-0 
o c 

® ® 

^ .'2 
M-  O 

o > . 

<D  W > 
.ti  W O 
Q.  ® TJ 
W C 
'®  ' 


C 

® 


$ 

® 

> 

® 


E 

p 


JD 
.*D  jn 

.2^  lo 
CC  O 


® V) 

11 

^ Q •*- 

® . W 
® -p  E 
"rag 

® ® O 

O Q C/D 


•?  « 8 f ~ 


V> 

*-• 
c 
® 

E 

E ® 

is 

o w 

"O  ® 

il 

o ® 

r ^ 

® o 

O w 
^ ^ CQ 


® 

> 

O vJ 
O)  ® 
c .-= 

Z ^ 

® “O 
> c 
® 


<n 

w 

® 

c 

•O 

® 

® 

OT  C 

® c 
w •— 

=5  OT 

8 ® 
® > 
»-  o 

® p- 
> ^ 
o 

c t; 


- a> 


® 


J2l 

® O 
® ^ 
V>  O 


■D 

® 

E 

® 


- > 

^ C O 

'5  ® ^ 
o>-c  ® 
w -2 


® 

c 

E 

*0 

® 

(fi 

w 

® 

E 

0 

»♦— 

(/> 

® 

® 

0 

v> 

3 

® 

0 

a. 

TO 

0 

E 

•0 

® 

® 

® 

0 

c 

p 

X 

CXD 

CO 

< 

10  Lj 

® si 
O 

= >> 
® <5 

w 

'C 

® ® 
w ^ 
‘w  E 
- ® 

E 
® 


U) 

c 


CO 


® 

® 

lo 

■p 

lo 

O) 

c 

E 

E 

? ^ 

_ <D 

B O 
Q>  O ^ 
O W 0) 

5 B :2 

O)  ^ w 
® o 3 

-•50 

2 ^ c 
® ^ ® 
><!>*- 
O jc  ® 
X I-  >- 


c 

o 

'ot 

« 

E 

3 

w 


5 

2 

o 


V) 
W .ti 

.£  « 
® ® 
•—  "E 
« o 


® 


.ti  ® 

c Q. 
>' 

® ♦- 
O ® 


® 5 
> o 

O^CO 
.tf  ® 

c:E 
O B 

w ® 
® 2 

g ^ 

_J 


D> 

_c 

‘c 

c 

O) 

® 

.2  ^ 

3 o r 

'Te^ 

_5^  O 
■^0  3 

•i-o  8 
a<^ 


2 • 
o .-= 

1 " 

0)  S 

^ ® ® 
M 

O W 
C O C 

W ^ OT 
3 0) 

O -3=  .±; 

^ > ®“ 

S 2 o 

10  Q O < 


_® 

JO 

® 

> 


® 

c 

v> 

V) 


^ 5 


® 

> 

® 

o ^ ® 

Q. 
® 

. O 

>H  </) 

® c • - 

O — ^ 
° 

0^0 
n ® 

W o O) 

.2  c C 

w ® = 
® > ® 
Hi  LU  H 


® 


■C  -o 
® ® 
® JO 

CO 

® ^ 
•£  c 


® 

CO 


3 

0 

o> 

c 

1 

^ ®' 

W > "O 

“ w 

E w 

ot“  c *F 
w — ^ 
(1)  - 
— WO) 

® w > 

® ® m 
=5  Z C 
O - 
® </) 


® 


■frt  ® 

I S.5 

5 w 2: 


c •*-: 
® .2 
c i5 

S| 

® o 
— 3 

To  o 
0*5 

c 2 
® ® 
•o  ip 
c 3 

p ® 

"O  O) 

To  ° 
E <p 
UO  CO  >- 


® 

o 

c 

o 

TO 

c 

® 

o 

c 


® 

® 


O) 


cn.bi 


o>  ® 

~ *0 
^ 0) 

c:  CO 

- .2 

8 1 
OT  Q. 

^ o 

ZE  CO 


35 


*These  poems  were  written  by  the  members  of  Beverly  Pidgeon’s  fall  quarter  1991  English  102  Composition  classes, 
sections  04,  09,  and  29.  The  model  used  is  the  poem  "Beastiary  for  the  Fingers  of  My  Right  Hand"/?/  Charles  Simic. 
Each  dass  divided  into  five  groups,  each  of  which  wrote  about  an  assigned  digit. 


A Question  of  Soul  (In  Two  Parts) 


Godless  son  of  a bitch,"  I raged 
At  the  screeching,  at  the  driver-fleeing- 
That  crushed  this  noble  friend. 

Who,  thinking  my  oath  for  him, 

and  unable  to  turn  his  broken  black  head, 

nonetheless,  through  the  befuddling  pain. 

Sought  my  eyes  and  thumped  his  tail 
In  the  spreading  bloodpool. 

Making  me  shudder  to  shatter  his  skull 
With  the  boulder. 

I embraced  my  retriever’s  last  warm  tremble. 
Losing  to  asphalt 
A godful  cup 
Of  secret  life. 

David  McGrath 


Decomposer 


January  vapor. 

Monique  could  spot  it  on  my  breath. 

Mom,  does  it  feel  like  your  birthday,  too? 

Christmas  heralding 
a child's  death 
day  child’s  birth 
day  time  line 
limning  into  epiphany 
here  in  the  flesh 
a rooting  newborn 
ravenous! 

Monique's  turned  sixteen  and  I've  come  far,  too. 

Remember  the  day 
we  stood  in  the  kitchen 
just  before  your  birthday? 

Remember  asking  me? 

What  was  I like? 

Tell  me  all  you  remember. 

You  were  excited.  Mom. 

Seven  years  this  death  has  lain  in  me, 
anything  but  inert. 

Where  are  the  birth  narratives? 

Where  is  she  who  stayed  awake? 


Elaine  St.  Laurent 
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The  Perpetual  Singularity 
of  Experience 

I stood  still  like  Heraclitus 
in  the  flux  of  a shopping  rush. 

You  wore  the  clothes 

and  expression  of  someone  else  now. 

Thoughts  poured  from  a ziplocked  memory: 

' A romance  like  a search-and-destroy  mission, 
a relationship  of  mines 
detonated  years  aftenward 
from  a slammed  door  and  silent  unforgiving. 

I 

Life  is  filled  with  graves, 

and  there  you  were  exiting  the  bookstore, 

exhumed  from  a past 

buried  by  other  liasons. 

You  fumbled  with  your  purse, 
a clutter  of  packages,  gloves,  keys. 

I stood  under  the  hot  flourescent  lamps, 
my  hand  balancing 

on  the  spines  of  mysteries  not  yet  solved, 
witnessed  by  a thousand  eyes. 

But  my  eyes  were  fixed  upon  you 
like  a voyeur  waiting  between  the  stacks 
of  a library,  hoping  for  surprise. 

And  when  you  left,  I stepped 
into  the  flow  of  shoppers  again, 
but  not  in  the  same  place  twice. 
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Glen  H,  Brown 


MY  COFFEE  CUP 


Does  he  understand? 

the  click  of  the  crystal  mugs  as  I 

set  them  down,  just  two? 

measuring  the  coffee  beans 
aroma  of  friendship  of  sharing 
secrets,  measured  out  exactly,  but 
a sideways  glance,  two  extra  for 
good  measure,  a stronger  brew  for  two 

silver  spoons,  my  mother's  hopes,  burbling  pot 
wafts  memories  and  dreams  into 
cinnamon  scented  air,  sings  of 
ocean  crossings  and  autumn  harvests, 

sugar,  cream,  a dash  of  whiskey, 
swirl  the  cream  sliding  it  in 
whorling,  spinning  rhythms,  luscious 
waves,  hot  liquid  slides  between 
the  lips,  whiskey  punch  meeting 
sugar  sweetness,  plush,  lush, 
liquid  love. 

Does  he  understand? 


Marilyn  J.  Pollock 
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of  address 


change 

when  i was  in  the  third  grade 
sister  edward  claire 
wouldn't  let  me  sing 
with  the  rest  of  the  class, 
said  i was  off  key. 
so 

all  of  us  on  stage 

for  the  school  assembly 

only  my  lips  moving, 

lungs 

slight. 

yesterday 

i went  to  the  driver's  license  bureau 

to  register  my  change  of  address. 

entered  the  blue  rope  line. 

there  must  have  been  sixty  of  us. 

and  one  clerk. 

the  noon  hour. 

after  about  ten  minutes 

i measured  our  progress 

and  figure  i'd  been  in  this 

line 

for  at  least  two  hours, 
handsome  lad  behind  me. 
fine  lips. 

i studied  our  group,  came 

to  the  concluson 

that  most  of  us  are  quite 

grotesque  in 

some  manner  of  other 

many  ugly  people. 

no  one  in  line  looking  for  a soul 

rather 

all  of  us  there 

to  be  bureaucratically 

correcr. 

i wanted  to  sing  this. 

so  i played  eye  contact. 

brought  fear  under  the  skin 

of  the  pretty  girl. 

this  one  huge  fat  one 

sloppy  and  unkempt 

fat  feet  popping  out  of  her  shoes, 

i made  her  cry. 

i am  a bitter  man. 


soon  another  clerk  came 

and  then  another 

they  had  this  way  of  sitting 

at  there  stool,  then 

getting  up 

walking 

sitting  at  a different  stool 
calling: 

"next" 

and  five  minutes 
later 

being  somewhere  else, 
there  were  then 
anywhere 

from  four  to  seven  clerks 
occupying 

an  unintelligible  number  of  stools. 

i measured  my  progress 

and  figured  i'd 

be  a 

nother 

two  hours. 


i struck  no  conversation  with 
anyone. 

i fingered  my  change, 
but  never  once  looked  at 
my  shoes. 

i was  here  to  register  my 
change  of  address. 

continuity  of  spirit 
is  so  difficult, 
so  slight. 


quality  trees 

don't  exist  in  this  world 

anymore. 

we  came  for  precision 
and  the  conquest  of  dreams 
but  left  with  mere  habits 
and  a general  depreciation  of  soul, 
stood  by  our  machines  til  the  last, 
at  which  point 

our  true  labors  required  a conscience 

that  wasnt  welcome. 

factories 

weaving  magnificent  smoke  rings 

into  aerial 

display. 
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Andy  Ostrowski 


Quarrel  with  my  Husband 

In  a room  crowded  by  two, 
we  seldom  differ 
stand  quarreling. 

Voices  bellow,  breaking 
louder  each  in  turn. 

Rightness  burns  white 
like  ice  upon  my  face. 

Toothbrush  still  in  hand. 

Leave,  I shreik-command, 
too  superior  to  surrender 
or  go  on. 

The  word  slaps  his  cheek 
then  mine. 

He  turns  and  goes 
door  blowing 
to  an  almost  close. 

We  seek  each  other 
through  the  crack. 


Jeanne  Chase 
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Portrait 

Micky  Rourke's  successful 
plays  tough  'n'  dirty  in  the  movies 
wearing  heartbreak  like  stumps 
from  internal  wars, 
a keep-a-goin'  animal: 

Even  smiling  in  Armani  pants 
his  eyes  wince. 

And  now 

he  climbs  into  the  ring 
where  he  can  hear  the  crowd 
screaming  their  distaste, 

And  what  I wonder  is: 

Does  it  feel  any  better 

when  no  one's  pulling  any  punches? 
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Mendy  Sears 


Speaking  in  itaiics 

I want  to  quote  you,  change 
my  mind,  it's  only  Silly  Putty. 

Bent  out  of  shape,  a new  image 
every  wink.  When  you  read 

the  newspaper  aloud,  I wish 
I was  the  printed  page. 

My  blood  is  black  as  the  ink 
on  your  hands.  When  we  pretend, 

I chase  you  up  Beacon  Hill 
out  of  breath  and  pigeon-toed. 

There  are  never  camels  at  the  end 
of  a mile.  The  suspense  is  killing  me. 


Gregg  Shapiro 


CACOPHONY 


Before  the  mythic  rites  of  fall 
Fold  me  in  cool  arms, 

The  prickling  light  of  a thousand  suns 
Raises  tears  in  dry  sockets. 

I see  sparkling  quartz  that 
Dusts  the  earth  in  white  dreams,  and 
I hear  Night's  name  echoing  through 
A paradigm  of  colors. 

Purpling  the  sky  and 
shining  in  ebony  clouds 
where  pearls  of  rain  lay 
coiled  about  Night's  throat. 

Desperate,  she  rebels 
scattering  a grey  curtain  of 
tear-shaped  shells 
to  shroud  the  dawn. 

Beneath  her,  frosted  mountains 
hold  hands,  deafened  in  iron  isolation 
as  this  gift,  gathered  by  winds, 
pours  into  the  charred 

pores  of  the  land. 


Barbara  Byrnes 


No  More 


I wake  up  thinking  what  I always  wake  up  thinking:  I cani  take  any 
more  of  this. 

1 Maria  is  beside  me,  naked,  curled  around  her  pillow.  The  sheets  are 

bunched  at  our  feet.  The  sun  is  just  breaking  through  the  metal  blinds,  but 
I it's  already  too  hot,  too  humid  to  touch. 

I wake  up  coughing,  and  when  I finally  stop  coughing  I light  a smoke, 
i take  a drag.  I have  a taste  for  coffee,  too,  but  I want  my  coffee  In  my  own 
place.  I always  want  to  be  alone  in  the  morning. 

I cough  again,  enough  to  make  me  sit  up,  but  not  enough  to  make 
Maria  wake  up.  We  hit  It  pretty  hard  last  night  and  I’m  sure  Maria  won't  open 
her  eyes  for  hours.  She  has  brown  eyes,  tired  eyes. 

I brush  my  thumb  along  the  smoothness  of  her  lower  back  and 
watch  the  goose  bumps  rise.  Even  in  this  heat  a human  touch  Is  still  enough 
to  make  her  shiver. 

1 Maria  stirs,  and  I laugh  softly.  I think  about  putting  on  my  jeans, 

walking  down  to  my  room,  and  making  a cup  of  coffee. 

Instead,  I tickle  her  goose  bumps  with  my  finger  tips,  which  makes 
her  sqeeze  her  pillow  tighter.  Then  I lean  sideways  and  kiss  her  back.  She 
moans  as  she  stirs,  and  I kiss  her  once  again,  only  lower. 

"No  more,"  she  says,  and  pushes  my  head  away  with  her  hand. 
Maria's  eyes  are  still  closed. 

Downstairs  at  the  front  desk,  dressed  and  starting  my  second  cup  of 
coffee,  I shake  my  head  about  Maria.  I know  she's  a bad  Idea.  I've  known 
this  for  weeks.  In  fact.  I've  known  this  since  the  first  time  she  pressed  herself 
against  me  and  called  me  cowboy. 

"I’m  no  cowboy,"  I told  her  then.  "I'm  from  New  Orleans." 

"But  I like  cowboys,"  she  said  and  kissed  me  fast.  "And  cowboys  like 

me." 

Maria  was  drunk  that  night,  like  almost  every  night,  like  almost 
everyone  always  is  at  this  Loop  motel.  Of  course,  I had  not  been  drinking. 

I never  drink  when  I'm  working,  even  though  no  one  would  ever 
know,  and  even  if  someone  knew,  they  would  never  care.  But  for  the  three 
months  I've  worked  the  desk  at  this  small  hotel,  not  drinking  on  duty  Is  the 
one  promise  I've  kept. 

I've  lied  to  cops  and  others  about  who  comes  and  goes.  I've  let 
prostitutes  use  the  rooms.  I've  even  stolen  a total  of  three  dollars  and  sixty- 
five  cents  from  the  cash  drawer.  But  I've  always  been  sober. 

"This  is  no  job  for  a young  man,"  my  boss,  Mr.  Whistler,  has  told  me. 
"Beggars,  pimps,  addicts,  whores,  pushers,  con  men,  crooks.  This  job  will 
make  you  an  old  man  soon." 

Mr.  Whistler  Is  over  six  foot  tall.  He's  skinny  and  old,  and  I knew  the 
moment  I met  him  that  he'd  seen  it  all. 
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This  afternoon  I have  to  call  the  cops.  Just  after  two  o'clock 
somebody  upstairs  fires  a shotgun. 

At  first,  I think  about  running  upstairs  to  face  the  trouble,  but  when  I 
don't  hear  another  shot  or  any  other  sound,  I get  scared.  Silence  always 
makes  me  nervous. 

Two  patrolmen  show  up,  then  wait  for  a third  before  they  head 
upstairs.  In  the  few  minutes  they're  gone,  I actually  switch  channels  for  T.V. 
news  to  see  If  I can  somehow  find  myself  on  the  air. 

Finally,  the  third  cop  comes  back  downstairs.  He's  an  old  cop  with  a 
neat  mustache  and  he  looks  as  if  he's  seen  It  all  as  well.  He's  walking  easy, 
but  breathing  hard. 

"Face  lift,"  he  says. 

"What?"  I turn  down  the  T.V.  to  hear,  even  though  I have  clearly 
heard  what  he  had  said. 

"Suicide,"  the  cop  explains.  "Some  old  guy  In  3-F.  Got  a name?" 

"My  name  is  Wayne,"  I tell  him,  and  he  frowns. 

Then  he  speaks  very  slowly.  "Got  a name  for  the  man  with  no  head  in 
3-F?  Old  guy,  buy  the  looks  of  it." 

I feel  stupid  then  and  my  mind  goes  blank.  I tell  the  cop  I don't  know, 
but  I'll  look  It  up.  I turn  my  back,  start  flipping  the  pages  of  the  resident  register. 

"Hell  of  a mess,"  the  cop  says  behind  me. 

I draw  my  finger  down  the  list  of  names. 

" I hate  suicides,"  the  cop  Is  saying.  "This  one  at  least  left  a note." 

My  finger  stops  at  the  name  on  line  3-F.  Mr.  Whistler.  I turn  to  tell  the 
cop  it's  Mr.  Whistler. 

"No  more,"  the  cop  says. 

"What?" 

"'No  more,"'  he  says  again.  "That's  what  the  guy  wrote  on  his  note.  'No 

more."’ 

Suicides. 

Accidental  deaths. 

Death  by  natural  causes. 

I've  seen  them  all  In  these  past  three  months.  No  murders  yet,  but  this 
evening  --  it's  a really  hot  night  with  a big  white  moon  - a guy  walks  into  the 
lobby  stabbed  in  the  back.  But  he  doesn't  die.  I call  the  cops  and  my  cop  friend 
with  the  neat  mustache  comes  again,  and  this  time  we  actually  save  one. 

Tonight,  In  bed.  I'm  thinking  abount  Mr.  Whistler.  I ask  Maria  If  she's 
afraid  of  death  and  she  just  shakes  her  head.  "Kiss  me,"  she  says,  "and  shut 
up." 

I ask  how  she  manages  to  survive  from  day  to  day. 

"You  know  how  I survive,"  she  says. 

"But  why,"  I ask.  "Why  do  you  go  on  surviving?" 

She  shakes  her  head  again  and  laughs.  She  puts  her  hand  on  my 
chest  - because,  I think.  I’m  getting  too  close. 
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"I  used  to  have  abmition,"  she  says.  "But  I lost  it  somewhere.  So  then  I 
had  to  rely  on  luck.  But  my  luck  changed.  So  that  left  me  with  faith." 

Maria  pauses,  slips  her  hand  onto  my  shoulder.  She  pulls  us  together. 
Her  skin  Is  sticky.  "But  baby,"  she  says.  "After  all  I've  seen,  after  all  I’ve  done,  I 
pray  there's  no  God.  And  that  leaves  me  with  no  faith,  scraping  the  bottom.  All 
I’ve  got  now  is  hope.  Just  hope." 


No  More 


Before  I moved  to  this  city,  before  I met  Mr.  Whistler  and  got  this  job,  I 
had  high  hopes. 

I was  living  with  my  eldest  sister  just  outside  of  Baton  Rouge,  and  I 
had  dreams.  But,  in  time,  I was  too  much  trouble  for  my  sister,  so  I headed 
farther  north. 

We  didn't  part  on  the  best  of  terms,  but  during  the  past  few  months 
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I've  still  had  enough  guts  to  telephone  her  a few  times.  Late  at  night,  on  the 
pay  phone  in  the  hall,  I've  stood  and  dialed  her  number.  Each  time.  I've 
asked  my  sister  to  tell  me  the  same  exact  story  --  her  memory  of  our  Mother, 
who  died  when  I was  four  and  my  sister  was  eleven. 

Tonight  is  one  of  those  nights.  I get  out  of  bed  without  waking  Marla. 
I put  on  my  jeans,  step  Into  the  hall.  I call  my  sister. 

"Mama  was  a poor  woman,"  my  sister's  soft  voice  says  to  me  In  the 
darkened  hall  from  two  thousand  miles  away.  "Mama  was  an  uneducated 
woman.  Mama  was  a strict  woman  at  times." 

I close  my  eyes  as  my  sister  speaks.  Her  voice  Is  full  of  warm  sleep. 

"Mama  never  left  Louisiana,"  she  says.  "Mama  never  owned  a 
television.  Mama  never  read  a newspaper.  She  only  played  the  radio  on 
Friday  nights." 

I stand  as  close  to  the  wall  phone  as  I can. 

"When  mama  died  in  Long  Hospital,  I was  at  her  bedside,"  my  sister 
explains.  "And  I remember  Mama's  words.  'No  more,'  she  whispered.  It 
wasn’t  that  Mama  had  had  enough.  It  was  that  Mama,  who  was  forever 
grateful  to  have  married  her  husband,  to  have  raised  her  children,  to  have 
made  her  home,  to  have  lived  life  --  Mama  died  wanting  nothing  more  from 
life.  She  passed  away  content." 

During  these  past  three  months,  my  sister  and  I have  had  little  other 
conversation.  I say  little  else  now.  I tell  her  thanks  and  let  her  know  that  I 
love  her.  She  whispers  that  she  loves  me,  too,  and  we  hang  up. 

Not  including  this  call  tonight,  these  long-distance  memories  have 
cost  me  three  dollars  and  sixty-five  cents. 

Back  In  bed,  Maria  is  naked  and  curled  around  her  pillow. 

"Cowboy,"  she  says,  her  eyes  still  closed.  "You  back  In  bed?" 

I lay  down  beside  her  and  once  again  embrace  a bad  idea. 
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Evening  Room 


This  is  my  room, 

Inspiration  to  be  myself. 

Comforts  of  home  surround, 
support,  ground  my  feet  and  body 
The  books  line  the  shelf 
Holding  my  mind  in  place, 
and  in  tact 
Words  of  my  youth, 
my  future 

building  on  gray  matter, 
education, 

and  the  arts  freeing  swing, 
pencils  and  paints,  drawings, 
canvas  rolled  and  stashed 
a reluctant  sigh  of  giving  in 
and  admitting;  how  I miss, 
how  I misuse  you. 

Lie  cradled,  nestled  in  a sweet 

unknowing 

abandon 

a corner,  waiting 

for  me  to  be  myself 

looking  for  evidence,  truth, 

memories 

in  closetsholding  papers,  notes, 
poems  from  anguish  past. 

Angels  in  my  photos 
keep  time  in  place. 

All  is  held  here. 

All  is  mine  here. 


The  crickets  outside  my  window 
may  not  sing  only  to  me 
but  their  voice  comes  to  my  room 
and  hearing  I hear  is  mine. 

The  jet  plane  trailing  long  boomings  above 
flies  elsewhere 

leaving  path’s  hovering  sound  to  me, 
jostling  my  window; 
hummings  through  the  night 
of  summer  and  bare  feet. 

The  family  hovers  above, 
whie  the  Star  Trek  glaze 
covers  telivision  faces. 

My  room  screens  me 
from  dark  radiation's 
imposition  on  privacy. 

Mine,  circled  by  light 
at  the  clutter  of  my  desk 
atop  a too  tall  stool 
squirming  for  a posture  stance 
above  my  writing  hand, 
pause,  ah, 

the  crickets  constant  shimmer. 

I could  sing  bad  with  clumsy 

plucked  guitar, 

rusty  strings, 

set  back  in  round 

foam  chair  release, 

sprawl  on  bed  of  private  sleep. 

My  dreams  inspire 
to  be  myself. 


Laura  Jirsa 
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Waiting  for  the  Light  to  Change 


Oh,  look  at- 

midway  his  voice  freezes 
and  my  eyes  search 
and  see 

a duck  sink  back  onto  her  tail 
evaporating  small  joy  into 
Whadidee  do  THAT  for? 
Neck  arching  to  speak 
to  friend  Sky, 
her  head  falls  to  rest 
on  her  own  soft  back. 
Animation  lost  in  air, 
feathers  ruffle  in  wind 
while  the  death  driver 
oblivous 
and  talking 
alive  to  his  living 
and  unwitting  accomplice 
leads  the  rolling  black  herd 
on  to  the  next  red  light. 
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The  Plastic  Deep-Sea  Diver 

The  7 Seas 

are  in  my  fishbowl 
and  they  fit  just  perfectly. 

A handful  of  pink  pebbles 
(a  couple  of  blue  marlins). 

The  plastic  deep-sea  diver 
was  only  $5.95 
and  he  smiles  so  happily 
at  the  bottom  of  his  ocean  home 
knowing  that  He  alone 
is  the  new  guardian  of 

the  7 Seas. 


Coney  Island  After  Dark 

Incandescent  night 
of  whirling  saltwater  rides  — 

The  City  of  Fire. 


Robert  Parran 
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Waiting  for  Kathi 


I sit  at  a center, 

One  collecting  point  for  infinite  directions, 

You  are  up  in  the  air  somewhere, 
possibly  descending. 

The  plane  follows  and  invisible  line 
and  the  cord  of  connection  stretches  out 
from  my  mind  and  the  ends  of  my  fingers 
to  you, 
up  in  the  air 
somewhere. 

All  around  me  leavings  and  arrivings  occur. 

A kid  in  a tie  and  a pale  pink  shirt 
clutches  a few  flowers 
wrapped  in  tissue  paper 
and  pierces  through  the  glass  wall 
to  the  empty,  waiting  concrete. 

The  beam  of  his  eyes  shoots  toward, 

careening  off  obstacles 

in  tangents  that  seek  the  beloved  face. 

Dark  business  suits,  jeans 
a military  uniform  sharply  creased, 
starched  collars  and  tank  tops, 
sandals  and  high-heeled  pumps. 

Intersect  and  diverge 

weaving  strings  across  this  sounding  board. 

What  Is  the  tensil  strenghth  of  those  fine  cables? 
Distance  does  not  diminish 
their  power 
to  pull, 
to  hold, 

to  resonate  with  music. 

The  pitch  changes 

but  the  plucked  string  will  not  break. 

move  toward  me  again  for  a while, 
a little  while. 
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The  Secret 


I,  alone,  delve  down  into  the  quiet 

hollowed  wood  of  your  birth.  The  same 
aging  delicate  forest,  fresh,  alive, 
dappled  with  a new  morning's  dew. 

Yearling  deer  teethe  on  the  flesh  of 
oaks  while  scarlet  cardinals  shrill 
under  the  thickly  greened  canopy.  I follow  a 
rolling  strean,  teeming  with  rainbow  trout. 

Mazing  though  the  brambled  brush,  until 

opening  into  a vast  bright  place,  a meadow, 

treeless,  save  a lone  apple  tree  topping  a 

hill  in  the  distance.  I glide  toward, 

each  step  quicker,  more  solid,  than  the  first, 

rolling  into  a fusion  of  the  swollen  moments,  but  then- 

dreaming,  under  the  tree, 
on  the  hilltop,  I see  the  troll,  its 
nose,  long  and  pointed,  its  eyes  black. 

Now,  I can  seeThe  Secret  swelling  behind  its  lips, 
a crooked  smile,  while  all  around  the  lazy  daisies  swish 

no.. .undulate.... 
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Quite  Well 

Kept  there  quite  well, 

Pressed  thin  inside  a book, 
Sometimes  marbled  like  a statue. 
The  God  up  on  the  shelf. 

An  immortal  but  stiff, 
stepped  into  warm  flesh 
And  breathed 

So  beautiful  an  air,  so  clean. 


Ligia  Manjarres 
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The  Parable  of  John 


Charley  Oates  swept  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  the  IGA.  He  did  this  for 
free,  just  for  something  to  do  to  keep  himself  out  of  mischief,  as  he  said.  He 
had  swept  this  sidewalk  and  worked  at  the  animal  shelter  since  his 
retitement  five  years  ago. 

He  wore  gray  cowboy  boots  today,  his  black  jeans  tucked  in,  and  an 
orange  and  black  Hawaiian  patterned  long  sleeved-shirt.  His  gray  hair  was 
pulled  back  in  a pony  tail,  his  moustache  trimmed  neat  and  thin.  John  once 
remarked  that  Charley  looked  a lot  like  Gilbert  Roland.  Charley  rather  liked 
that,  but  then,  he  liked  most  of  what  John  used  to  say. 

He  had  some  other  friends  here,  but  not  many.  It  was  such  a small 
little  town  and  cliques  formed  easily;  some  people  could  influence  others 
with  just  a cruel  word.  There  was  no  such  thing  as  anonymity,  but  that  was 
what  John  and  he  figued  out  was  wrong  with  the  world  anyway.  Trying  to 
bump  along  unnoticed.  It  was  just  silly. 

"Remember,  Charley,"  John  has  said  that  night  when  they  came  to 
the  agreement  in  Charley's  apartment.  They  were  on  their  second  bottle  of 
wine.  "Remember  that  when  we  die  there  sure  as  heck  won't  be  anything 
left.  We  might  as  well  do  what  we  want  now." 

John  had  left  six  months  ago;  he  had  finally  given  up.  Ignoring  what 
thay  had  agreed  upon,  weakening  and  moving  on  where  he  could  begin 
fresh.  That  hadn't  worked  out  either,  according  to  what  Charley  read  in  a 
letter  two  weeks  ago,  and  it  all  sounded  so  sordid  and  it  made  Charley  sad. 
He  knew  how  badly  John  must  have  felt,  not  because  it  happened  but 
because  the  way  it  happened.  John  and  he  just  couldn't  be  invisible. 

Charley  paused  to  concentrate  on  John,  and  he  did  not  at  first 
recognize  the  burly  man  coming  down  main  street,  coming  purposefully  and 
hard  so  that  his  arms  swung  the  way  a football  fullback  pumps  as  he 
crashes  through  the  line. 

"You  there,  Oates." 

Carley  looked  up. 

"Don't  run,  Oates,  I'll  stomp  you  for  sure." 

" I wasn't  about  to  run.  Matt." 

Matt  came  very  near.  His  eyes  were  bloodshot,  but  Charley  knew 
that  wasn't  unusual  for  him  on  a Saturday  morning. 

"I  suppose  you  heard,"  Matt  said. 

"About  John?" 

"Who  the  hell  else  do  you  think  I'd  be  talking  to  you  about?  I can 
thank  you  he's  in  that  jail  in  Minnesota  right  now." 

Charley  hadn't  read  that  in  the  letter,  and  he  shook  his  head  in 

despair. 

"Well,  he's  in  the  slammer  now,  you  bastard.  If  he'd  a never  met  you 
none  of  this  woulda'  happened,  Oates.  You've  been  a pain  in  the  ass  in  this 
town  for  thirty  years,  and  now  you've  screwed  up  my  brother,  too." 

Matt  jerked  Charley  toward  by  his  shirt.  "I'm  not  waiting  for 
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somebody  else  to  get  a piece  of  you.  You  listen  to  me  good.  "He  tugged  and 
shook  Charley.  "Next  Saturday,  I'm  coming  back  into  town.  I'm  walking  this 
street,  same  time.  And  I'll  be  carrying  a baseball  bat.  You  better  not  be  here  or 
I swear  to  Christ  I'll  use  it  on  you." 

He  yanked  the  shirt,  popping  buttons. 

Charley  watched  Matt  stalk  away,  then  straightened  his  shirt  as  best 
he  could  and  resumed  sweeping,  meticulously  gathering  the  scraps  of  paper 
and  dust  into  a tight  mound  that  he  would  pick  up  In  the  dust  pan.  Then  he 
would  return  the  broom  to  Molly  In  the  store  and  go  on  to  the  shelter  to  feed 
the  new  dog  they  had  found  out  by  the  Jordan  farm.  During  the  summer 
especially,  they  found  a lot  of  abondoned  dogs,  perhaps  Christmas  gifts  that 
the  families  no  longer  felt  comfortable  about  and  yet  could  not  bring 
themselves  to  kill. 

He  figured  a week  gave  him  plenty  of  time  to  think,  but  Charley  mainly 
found  himself  remembering  how  it  had  been.  The  first  time  he  met  John  was  in 
the  tavern.  John  had  drifted  in  late  and  hung  alone  at  the  end  of  the  bar. 
Everyone  knew  Charley,  of  course,  and  it  must  have  been  that  John  wanted  to 
wait  until  the  regulars  cleared  out.  About  midnight,  he  finally  came  to  Charley 
and  said  he  just  wanted  to  talk  tonight,  he  had  a lot  on  his  mind,  and  he  was 
lonely. 

That  next  Saturday,  they  had  the  dinner  and  the  wine,  and  the 
Saturday  after  John  and  he  went  Into  Freeport  for  fun.  They  stopped  at  a 
resale  shop  - it  was  John's  Idea  - and  John  selected  a purple  dress  for  Charley 
to  wear  when  it  would  just  be  the  two  of  them.  It  was  a big  laugh,  a "hoot" 
Charley  called  it,  and  John  said  that  was  an  ancient  word  if  he  ever  heard  one. 

"I  could  be  your  father,"  Charley  said. 

"Not  you,"  John  said,  and  they  laughed  again. 

In  the  next  several  months,  slowly,  John  explained  how  he  came  to 
realize  about  himself,  how  mainly  he  came  about  that  by  realizing  how  much 
he  hated  his  brother.  Matt,  and  what  he  was.  When  John  was  eight  and  Matt 
was  nearly  twieve.  Matt  forced  him  outside  to  play  one-on-one  football.  He 
could  still  see  Matt  tucking  the  ball  In,  pumping  hard  at  him  and  smashing  him 
into  the  ground.  He  was  knocked  out  and  when  he  awoke.  Matt  was  standing 
over  him,  the  ball  still  In  hands,  and  he  said  that  enough  football  like  this  would 
kick  the  chicken  shit  out  of  him. 

"I've  always  been  afraid  of  Matt,"  John  said.  "I  just  know  someday  I'll 
have  to  leave  here  because  of  him.  I'll  have  to  get  away.  Maybe  it's  because  of 
him  that  I'm  here  with  you,  Charley." 

"And  it's  not  me  at  all,  with  all  my  native  charm." 

John  did  not  answer.  It  hurt  Charley,  even  though  he  made  it  sound 
like  he  was  kidding,  but  he  did  not  make  an  issue  of  It.  Through  his  life,  he  had 
been  hurt  so  many  times  that  this  small  wound  was  only  a scratch  on  deeper 
scars. 

On  Thursday,  the  news  came  that  John  had  hanged  himself  in  the 
Minnesota  jail.  They  were  completing  the  autopsy  and  the  body  would  be 
shipped  back  for  burial  on  Monday. 
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It  was  hot  and  bright  on  Saturday,  the  day  the  body  was  arriving.  Matt 
told  his  wife  he  had  something  to  do  before  he'd  dress  proper  for  the  visitation 
at  the  funeral  home.  He  left  his  house  in  jeans  and  a cutoff  sweatshirt,  and  he 
drove  fast  into  town  and  parked  a block  up  from  the  IGA.  He  took  the  baseball 
bat  from  the  trunk  of  the  Chevy,  closed  the  lid,  and  squinted  into  the  bright 
sunlight.  A figure,  a woman,  came  out  of  the  doorway  near  the  store.  She 
walked  clumsily,  as  If  drunk  early  in  the  day.  Matt  could  relate  to  that,  but  he 
was  surprised  she  was  so  goofy  to  wear  a dress  like  that  in  this  town.  It  was  a 
violently  purple  dress. 

When  he  walked  nearer,  and  saw  who  the  woman  really  was,  the 
rage  puffed  up  inside  him  and  he  began  running,  running  harder  than  the  day 
he  knocked  his  little  brother  out.  But  Charley  did  not  retreat.  He  came  toward, 
taking  the  first  blow  as  if  expecting  it  all  his  life. 

The  Parable  of  John 
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In  illinois 

i could  choke  on  this  overcast  dismay. 

The  streets 

that  strategically  wind  behind  corners 
chasing  no-sight. 

around  the  houses  of  my  accurate  neighbors 
that  have  loved  and  hated  life  with  me 
at  nonconforming  schedules. 

My  awkward  girlfried  and  i liked  making  love 
in  windowed,  overcast  horizontals. 

The  taste  of  detail  and  dead  reflection. 

The  endless  delta  of  blue  design 
beneath  our  skins  that  pounds  disjointedly 
with  our  rhythm. 

The  flora  green  crotch  of  summer  and  orgasmic  doldrums 
sweated  my  love  and  exasperation. 

In  this  fashion  of  avenues  illinois 

will  fill  my  cavities  with  polished  driftwood  and  longing. 


Jay  Stricklin 
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Sunday  Morning  Hymn  of  Thanksgiving 


The  bath’s  so  clear  my  feet  seem  to  be 
Over  and  under.  Water  laps 
Around  my  body,  around  my  tracks 
And  toes.  White  light  invades  this  silver, 

And  water  beads  along  the  edge. 

Crystal,  reflecting  coral  cloths 

And  the  pink  flowers  of  morning  curtains. 

Gold  and  orange  flames  gleam  twisted  blue 
And  green  in  the  pale-shining  water. 

I hear  your  voice,  singing  and  warm- 
Rich  male  tones  bright  with  content. 

Oh,  happy  man  whose  body  holds 
Light,  joy  and  warmth-whose  arms  and  heart 
Have  held  me  to  your  pulsing  blood 
And  hard  desires-firm  devote' 

Of  making  love  and  loving  me. 

Your  eyes  still  brighten  all  my  morning, 

Your  padding  feet  still  make  me  sway; 

Your  solid,  earthbound  walking  moves  me; 

So  strong  a dance,  so  hot  a joy. 

Coffee  is  good  and  simple-tasting; 

Clear  sunlight's  rich;  my  fears  are  burned 
From  me  as  sunlight  melts  dew  clinging 
To  bright  green  grasses.  Your  hips,  thighs,  back 
Bound  from  me  like  a strong  stag's,  springing. 

Sprinting  Into  the  shower-and  steam 
Hisses  Its  benediction.  Sunlight 
Makes  walls  and  mazes.  My  young  hope  races 
Around  you,  delighting  in  pleasure,  in  pain. 

It  seems  I have  opened  this  book  before. 

But  where  have  I read  a page  so  proud? 

Chekov  lies  over  the  bathtub  ledge; 

Sun  streams  at  the  sill,  rushes  over  the  edge; 

Your  heart  is  like  morning-bright,  simple,  direct, 
Red-glowing  like  dawn,  dark-golden  like  forests 
Of  apple  and  pine,  touched  by  the  light. 

Stockings  string  sermons  from  cool  strands  of  water 
Down  my  back  as  I splash  in  this  chill  and  warm  brightness. 
Your  eyes  are  still-silver,  forested  with  ferns. 

Your  quiet  is  sturdy,  support  of  your  spirit. 

And  I try  to  remember  the  words  of  old  hymns 
but  can  only  remember  the  strength  of  your  body. 


62 


Elizabeth  Dreiser  Johnson 


A Dream  of  Beauty 
and  Loss  of  Symmetry 

Snow  falls  upon  the  city  where  cars  sleep 
in  single  file  under  lamplight 
burning  long  into  the  night.  Maples  and  elms 
moan  in  a mad  duet,  and  the  light 
hurtles  somewhere  else  at  light  speed. 

Once  we  watched  each  crystal  explode 
into  an  eternity  of  dreams  upon  the  glass. 

You  said  each  fractal  held  a replica  of  itself  - 
a hexagon  of  reflections  in  a kaleidoscope 
of  mirrors.  The  stars  had  disappeared. 

The  clouds  had  ushered  them  away.  And  then 
only  the  moon  lingered,  its  pale  light  insisting 
without  confidence,  borrowed  from  one  last  star. 

Tonight  we  wake  to  the  sound  of  steam 
knocking  like  a metal  lung 
while  moonlight  dozes  on  our  floor,  and  plows 
rumble  from  their  sleep  to  shoot  white  dust, 
like  opiate,  into  the  veins  of  Chicago. 


Glen  H.  Brown 
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Once  out  of  nature  I shall  never  take 
My  bodily  form  from  any  natural  thing, 

But  such  a form  as  Grecian  goldsmiths  make 
Of  hammered  gold  and  gold  enameling 
To  keep  a drowsy  Emperor  awake; 

Or  to  set  upon  a golden  bough  to  sing 
To  lords  and  ladies  of  Byzantium 
Of  what  is  past,  or  passing,  or  to  come. 

WILLIAM  BUTLER  YEATS 


Generations  have  trod,  have  trod,  have  trod; 

And  all  is  seared  with  trade;  bleared,  smeared  with  toil; 

And  wears  man's  smudge  and  shares  man's  smell:  the  soil 
Is  bare  now,  nor  can  foot  feel,  being  shod. 

And  for  all  this,  nature  is  never  spent; 

There  lives  the  dearest  freshness  deep  down  things; 

And  though  the  last  lights  off  the  black  West  went 
Oh,  morning,  at  the  brown  brink  eastward,  springs  — 

GERARD  MANLEY  HOPKINS 
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